CHAPTER XVI

A FITZEOY SQTJABE BOHEMIA

SOMEWHEKB about the middle of 18711 settled down
again in London. I had paid a hasty visit to England
in 1870, and arrived just in time to see the outbreak of
the war between France and Prussia. A friend told
me that he was standing in the lobby of the House of
Commons one evening near to Mr. Cardwell, afterwards
Lord Cardwell, and Mr. Grant-Duff, now Sir Monnt-
stuart Elphinstone Grant-Duff, when the news came
that war had been declared between the two rival
Powers. 'That,' said Mr. Cardwell, who was then
Secretary at War, (means the French in Berlin in six
weeks/ Mr. Grant-Duff's comment was, 6 It means the
Prussians in Paris in six months.' Grant-Duff was a
man who had the great merit of never expressing an
opinion on any subject unless when he thoroughly
understood what he was talking about. According to
my judgment, he never made the impression upon the
House of Commons which his abilities and his informa-
tion ought to have enabled him to make. He reminded
me in many ways of Sir George Cornewall Lewis,
because of his keen philosophic intellect, his immense
information, and the close study which he gave to any
subject in which he felt interested. He had studied
Continental politics on the spot, if I may use such an
expression: he had made such a study of them as Sir
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